MINNIE : Your collar's turned up at the back.
TOM (a beaten man) : I know. I like it like that,
(He pretends to read a line or two of his newspaper.}
By the way, Minnie, I've been thinking quite
seriously of giving you notice.
MINNIE : If it weren't for your sweet wife I'd
let you. Do you suppose I'd be here if she
went ?

TOM (loftily) ; Yes, I think you would. In your
own queer barbaric Scotch way you're really
very attached to me. Still, I'm. afraid I shall
have to dismiss you. In many ways you don't
quite suit.

MINNIE (with impatient contempt) : Ah, a way with
you ! Why do you try to talk so grand ?    Con-
sider yourself lucky to be living in the same
house with us.
TOM :   With us, madam ?
MINNIE :   With Sarah Moonlight and me and
wee Jane.

TOM : Has it ever occurred to you that I pay
for this house ?

MINNIE : And you should be glad to do it, and
not bother us.

TOM : Has it occurred to you I might never
have consented to marry Sarah if I'd known it
meant taking you on as well ?
MINNIE : Consented to marry Sarah ? Did she
ask you ? I seem to remember a very doleful and
forlorn suitor, mooning about till I thought he
was fey, pale in the cheek, pink in the eye,
waiting hungrily for a smile or word from Sarah,
his arms for ever full of posies ; a very foolish
loon.
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